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fed up with it because a girl of easy virtue has deceived him/' He adds
that he "does not know the author but would be willing to bet he is
a respectable simpleton." Crepet explains rather badly, in my opinion,
the almost servilely obsequious attitude of Baudelaire in regard to
M6rimee, just as in regard to Sainte-Beuve. I see in it rather that
incurable modesty that I pointed out likewise in Dostoyevsky and that
I understand only too well. Nothing more sincere, in one as in the
other; whereby both were so secretly accessible to the Christian feel-
ing despite all the resistance of their very legitimate pride. It was in
the very excess of their modesty, since both were rich with that antag-
onism, that their pride sated itself; it never occurs to them that any-
thing is due them; they beg. Each of them feels he is in dreadful need.
A letter from Louis Gerin that grieves me; I tear it up at once. If,
later on, it were found, it would cover both of us with ridicule. How
can I make him understand and feel that nothing is more unpleasant
to me than the sort of cult he pays me? I come to hope that his adora-
tion is simulated and, in return, I am going to be obliged to simulate
coldness. It's a pity for him; I warned him sufficiently. It is he who
puts distance between us, or rather who forces me to stay at a distance,
for I cannot endure incense.
Perhaps some day he will read these lines. I am writing them to
enlighten him.
For more than a week I have been going about bareheaded, ac-
cording to the very pleasant custom of Karlovy Vary,22 favored by the
shady trees hereabout; very exactly since the day when I bought my-
self a marvellous and irresistible Anglo-Tyrolian headdress I didn't
need at all, which remains in my cupboard. I wore a hat only one
evening, to go into a synagogue to hear a very beautiful concert; I had
to borrow a hat at the entrance, a rather filthy one that stuck to my
head. "Vergessen Sie nicht es tviederzubringen"2S I was told. Never
fear!
Heard the rather stirring sermon of a great rabbi (?) on this
theme: "Bin Gott, ein VoZfc, ein Land." Yes, this theme is rather stir-
ring, so long as it remains in the mystical domain. But hateful by
reason of the exclusivity it involves. "Kein Gott, kein Volk, kein Land9 **
is the still Utopian program that tomorrow may save the world and to
which I subscribe already.
22 The Czech name for Karlsbad.
28 "Do not forget to bring it back."
24 Gide has turned into the negative the formula: "One God, one people,
one country.'*